CHAPTERJfl______________AN ODOUR OF SANCTITY
IT took us near half an hour to break into our home.
The doors were too stout to be forced, except in
the last resort, and the gallery's windows were heavily
shuttered with oak; but in the end we entered the
servants' quarters by way of a first-floor window
which was not barred.
That this part of the building was deserted, we saw
at once. Room after room was empty and had been
vacated in haste: beds had been left unmade, chests
of drawers were open, foul water stood in basins,
liveries lay upon the floors. Everything was denoting
a headlong flight, which must have been taken that
morning, for the kitchen fire was out and the grate,
which was gigantic, was now stone cold.
"Mea cutya" groaned Palin, and put his head in
his hands. "That blasted letter's done this. I
pitched it too strong. I made John Ferrers unearthly.
His abduction of Harris was startling, and I ought to
have left it there. But I didn't. I referred to a
conversation of which he could not have blown. That
made him supernatural; and that is a thing that none
of these fellows will stand for, faithful or no/7
" They can't be far/' said I. " We'll try the nearest
village tomorrow, and you shall have the pleasure
of charming them back,1'
With that, I undid the back door, which was only
latched, and we went out to find my cousin, who had
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